his like something sticky. There, he had her off! He
pulled the door sharply shut and turned the key. Then
he stood and listened. There was not a sound. Me put
his hand to the key to turn it back and see if she were
there. Then he drew away. Of course she was there,
Ceasing him, waiting in silence. He would not open the
door. He turned and walked loudly across the floor and
began to undress himself. When he was washed and
ready Tor bed he went to the window and noisily threw it
wide. If she were there, she would hear that. He had an
inner wave of desire to go and look to see if she were there.
But if she were she would come in. And he was afraid of
her if she came in. He had vowed himself to his country.
Besides, he would not be like I-ko.
He sprang into bed and drew the curtains, and he
smelled again that faint sweet odour of the opium. He
hated it instantly, and in his hatred he forgot Peony. He
would not, he thought, drifting away into sleep at last,
have to endure it for ever.
The band was meeting in the English classroom. It
was the safest room because the university always gave
the foreign teachers the poorest rooms in a small old
building at a distant corner of the campus. It was a two-
story building and there was only one stairway. It was
Peng Liu's duty to loiter at the head of the stairs as
though he were waiting for someone. But in reality he
was guarding the stair. He was good at being a spy.
His little eyes saw everything and he could pretend
stupidity and ignorance so naturally that anyone would
be deceived, If anyone came up, he would call out a
loud greeting, and the others would hear it through the
open transom of the door of the English room, which was
opposite, and immediately they would scatter through
two other doors into other classrooms, where they would
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